*    The First Campaign    *
the major to sound the retreat. It had, in fact, already
begun. There was rather a scramble out of the wood.
A good deal of equipment was dropped, I'm afraid.
I haven't seen the levies since.'

'But did you yourself hear anything?'

"As you insist, I confess I did. After all, a little breeze
in the tree-tops wouldn't have taken in country levies,
mostly men used to the jungle. Ten of them, mind you,
died in convulsions. Something was there, sure enough.
"Whispering" is a good description, but it was suffo-
cating too.'

Yazathingyan stopped his cross-examination. He
could not doubt that what he had been told was a gen-
uine experience. Like everyone else, he knew the tribes
made a speciality of the occult. They were not Bud-
dhists. It was disconcerting enough, for the duty of
bringing the campaign to a successful issue now de-
volved on him. Finally he asked:

"Did you send the King a despatch to this effect?'

CI was afraid to, but he may have heard.'

'Well, my advice is to keep quiet for the moment.
We have been so occupied attending to your misfor-
tunes that you have not heard the story of my success,
but look out of the cabin there at all those boats. They
contain captives, treasure, every sort of girl; Martaban
had an interesting collection, white girls, black girls,
yellow girls, and all the intermediate shades. Let me
tell His Majesty my story first. When I have produced
the treasure and the girls, it will be time enough for you
to show your empty hands/

Tharepyissapate thanked him profusely. The min-
ister weighed anchor shortly afterwards and began to
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